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These terrible American bands with their embarrassingly tight pants and make up. The hairspray, for Pete's sake. 


How this music had adapted from his own was a mystery To Jimmy. Nevertheless, he found himself in a dingy 
bar one night in Los Angeles on a stop between playing folk shows, heading from San Diego to Newport. 


He wandered into the dives occasionally, recalling his youth in England, playing whenever he could and with 
whichever band needed a guitarist for a gig. The scents were the same, no matter the city. Timeless. The dry 
burn of cigarettes hanging low in the air, the thin coating of alcohol on the floor that never managed to be 


fully mopped away. Sweat. Soda pop. Night air blowing in from a side door. 


Sitting at the bar along the shadowy back wall, he found the second act playing that night to be quite 
interesting. Precise and yet messy - a heavy, fast mix of genres that didn't fit into the hair-band mold he'd 
been expecting. The level of profanities and insults shouted by the lead singer at the crowd was surprising, but 


the audience seemed to eat it up. Looking at the young men and boys around him, he noticed a lack of makeup. 
Leather pants and styled hair were nowhere to be found. Intriguing. 


A while later, staring into his drink, Jimmy was aware of eyes on him. It happened all the time, though less so, 
lately. His own hair was a bit shorter these days, and his frame shrunken by the heroin and cocaine abuse he 
couldn't manage to put behind himself. He was getting better at moving amongst the masses unaccosted, and 


smartly left the hotels only at night. 
But someone had noticed him. Someone who was about to say something. 


‘I've looked at your albums enough times to recognize you anywhere." The boy - a man, really, but his youth 
and vibrance made Jimmy feel old - spoke with unearned confidence and familiarity. "My copy of Zeppelin Ill has 
your face peeking out from the cutout on the cover. | changed it to John Bonham for a year or two out of 


respect, but then moved it back." 


Jimmy knew that girls did that kind of thing all the time. He had a feeling most of them had turned the 
cardboard dial so that they could look at Robert, but he had yet to encounter a young man so willing to admit 
it out loud, and right to him, no less. He turned to fully inspect his fan. 


It was the guitar shredder from the second act. Jimmy should have guessed it. Up close, though not much 
taller than himself, he seemed larger, intimidating even, his eyes aflame with excitement, leaning in Towards him 


expectantly. 


"Thank you," Jimmy began, graciously, "Is always a delight to meet a fan" When he received nothing in 


response but a continued expectant stare, he went on. "You're very talented.. the band has a lot of potential.” 


"Thanks, well, we're hoping to record an album soon. Got lots of interest. I'll shop around, though. Don't want to 


get stuck on one of these poser labels like half these guys out here are trying to do." 


For an unknown musician without even a single album to his name, he spoke with far too much bluster. Jimmy 
guessed that attitude would be beaten out of him sooner or later. 


"Are you in LA for a while? Would you be interested in listening to our demo? It would really be an honor..sir." 
He stumbled just slightly at the last word, a youthful naivete showing through the bravado for the briefest of 


moments. Jimmy smiled. 
He was in no way interested in listening to an underproduced demo, but something in the kid's eyes made him 
agree to hear it. Opening his hand, he expected a cassette tape to be promptly nestled inside. Instead, what he 


received was a quizzical look and a warm hand enveloping his own in an awkward shake. 


"So..let me go grab a copy for you." 


He darted away in a flash. Jimmy thought, watching the mop of curls bouncing against his shoulders, the rest 
of the boy's lanky body obscured by other people in the crowd, that he could have mistaken him for a girl. 
Rough around the edges, the angles maybe a little too hard.. if he ignored all that.. well, that hair was magical. 
And he had an effeminate way of moving his hands when he spoke. With enough drinks in him he could pretend 
with this one. Just like last time. 


"What's your name, lovely?" Jimmy asked once his companion had returned. 

A dark look came over the boy's eyes at the diminutive term before he replied, "Dave." 

Tape in hand, Jimmy tactfully employed a line he'd used many times before on many, many, young ladies. 
"Would you like to come have a listen with me back at mine? I'm at a simply delightful house in Beverly Hills, 
not far from here." 

"Yeah! Yes, absolutely. I'll go find my buddies and see if they want to come along. One sec-" 

"No, no" Jimmy interrupted, stopping him with a hand on his arm. "Only you, my dear." 

Dave didn't seem particularly disturbed by the notion. He appeared flattered and self-important, if anything. He 


made arrangements with another young man regarding cleanup of his guitars and gear before accompanying 


Jimmy to a black car waiting outside, idling despite the daily smog warnings. 


Minutes later, inside the gorgeous villa, Jimmy cracked open a bottle of wine and a bottle of whiskey. He dipped 
into a hidden section of the kitchen, reemerging with his intricately carved wooden box that housed needles, a 
strap, and the purest uncut heroin this side of the border. It was always purer in the States, he thought, if 
you had the means to buy the best. 


"You know, I've produced several albums myself," Jimmy said over his wine, pushing a short glass filled high 
with Macallan across the table to Dave. 


"How do you decide that? Who to invest in, ya know?" 


Jimmy sipped calmy. "| have ways of choosing. Sometimes | find an artist's work especially moving and will make 
the offer. A friend will occasionally make a suggestion to me." 


Dave played absentmindedly with the square glass in his hand, and drank two long pulls, one after the other, 
nearly draining it. He looked like he was about to say something. 


"That's meant to be savored, my dear. We aren't throwing back Jim Beam here, now are we?" 


Dave chuckled. He was bold, that was for sure. He took the bottle and poured himself more without asking 
permission. Perhaps he was calming nerves that he was hiding. Perhaps working up the courage to ask for 
something. Whatever it was, Jimmy waited. 

"What would it take for you to produce my album?" 

There it was. No surprise. Just as he'd hoped 

Jimmy spoke slowly, letting the words sink in. "For one, you would have to prove to me that you can take 
direction. That you can listen If | were to agree, you would be forced to comply with my recording methods, 
and from the little I've seen of you on stage tonight, it does appear that you consider yourself to be in 


charge." 


"I mean, yeah, | got lots of ideas and songs already, and | have a way | like doing things. But so what? That 


doesn't mean | can't collaborate. It would be a real dream to work with you. It would.. it would change my life." 
Jimmy hummed softly and averted his eyes with a smile. 


"If you're willing," he paused with purpose, and met Dave's eyes, "there is something you can do for me to 


prove that you're open to letting someone else take over." 
"l'm game. I'm up for anything.” 
"Be very certain that you mean it when you say that" 


"| swear to you. I'll do anything you need me to. Believe it" 


"Hey, | don't inject. | don't like needles, man." 


Its much faster this way. Much better," Jimmy told him, ignoring his protests while tying the rubber strap 
around the boy's muscular arm. "Itll relax you." The forearms were already marked with easy-to-penetrate 
veins, the addition of the band just enhancing the sight. The cut and defined biceps were pale, the skin smooth 
to the touch. Not quite a turn-off, Jimmy thought, but he'd have to focus on the softness of his skin and try 
to block out the rest. 


A few moments later, the needle drained, Dave's body sunk back into the cushions of the couch. Jimmy 


assessed him. 


That face. 


A mouth's a mouth, and that one, strawberry pink and puffy, looked perfect. His hair was angelically splayed 
around his head, brilliant and curly. All that, Jimmy could work with. 


But that T-shirt. The high blue jeans. Each tightly-fitted garment showed off the lines and definition of his 


obviously male body, all angles and lean muscle. That might be a problem. Unless... 


He left Dave on the couch, descending the few stairs to the sunken living room and into the bedroom at the 
back. Opening his luggage he took out his meticulously packed kit. Travelling light, all he had brought was his 
whip, a chain, and his favorite collar. He'd figured he would make due when the opportunity arose, but this was 


a little different. 


The rental house had come fully equipped with all the typical accoutrements. Shampoo, conditioner, soap, in 
addition to other small details one finds only in high-end vacation homes - scented bath oil, body oil, shaving 
cream, aftershave, and so forth. A rose-scented perfume sampler caught his eye. Perfect. He wished he'd 
brought panty hose. He loved to watch his whip part a pair of hose with a single motion, the sheer fabric 
losing all its integrity in an instant. But that was for another time. 


A thumb pushed his lips apart, spreading them open, peeling the top one back. Taste of bitter tobacco; metallic, 
like a guitar string. 


Swimming in his own delirium, the strength of the heroin far beyond that to which he was accustomed, he was 
vaguely aware of a British-accented voice saying something to him. He couldn't focus. A Tiny, dried trickle of 
blood in his left elbow crook winked at him, mocking his choices. 

"Suck, | said." 


He heard that. His mouth worked, but failed to cooperate. He could barely open his eyes. 


A gentle touch met one eyelid, softly making its way along his lash line, like a butterfly alighting over and over. 
He felt it again on the other side. 


A distinctly floral scent drifted through air, and he felt fingers at his neck, in his hair. The smell was all 


around him now, all over him. 


His shirt was stripped off of him and he thought he heard a disappointed huff. He was barely coherent enough 
to pull his arms across his body in shame, wondering at that reaction. Opening his eyes finally, Dave looked up 
at Jimmy - Jmmy Freaking Page - standing over him with a fluffy, white bathrobe in hand. 


"Bit of a hairy lad," he said. 
Dave managed a slight scowl, confused as to why that comment felt like an insult. 
"Swhat?" He drawled, lips hardly forming words. "Why'd you care s'much?" 


"Because, my dear, you are such a pretty girl" Jimmy's hand reached out and cupped his closely-shaved 
cheek, his fingers back on his lips. 


Dave tried to reel his head away, but only managed to turn it a smidge. This couldn't be happening. "What - 


whaddya mean?" 


"What | mean is, | want you to show me that you can obey, and do what | say. | won't work with someone who 


can't take direction from me. You're going to show me that you can" 

A dog collar was snapped around his neck in what felt like slow motion. 

"Take those off," Jimmy said, motioning to his pants. "And put this on" The bathrobe was dropped into his lap. 
Taking an unsteady breath, Dave tried to put his faculties in order. Many people had done worse to get where 
they were. Who knew all the secrets that went on behind closed doors? He was certain Lars had done a lot 
more than hand out demo tapes to get them all those gigs that had been laid at their feet when he was in 
Metallica. If it wasn't too much for Lars, then it couldn't be too much for him. Because he was twice the man 
Lars was, right? He could take it. And this was Ummy Page. His idol. A god. It could be worse. Right? 

He rubbed a hand across his eyes, thoughts still in disarray, and found a grayish streak lining the back of his 
hand. A light, inspecting touch of his finger to his eyelid confirmed that Jimmy had dolled him up. Somehow 
this unsettled him more than the dog collar, though that was no picnic either. Dave swallowed the last of his 
pride, and made the heavily drug-induced decision to go for it. 

Jimmy's back was to him. He felt disgusting, having a person avert their eyes while he stripped. He guessed 
limp dick just wasn't Jimmy's thing, but still, it didn't feel good. Didn't make him feel confident. He was standing 
on wobbly legs, encased in the robe by the time Jimmy turned back around. 

"Better." He said. "Too tall, though. I'd rather you on your knees." 

Dave sunk to the floor. 


"Good boy." Jimmy smiled an evil, gap-toothed grin and corrected himself. "Good girl." 


Dave looked away, a hot flush of shame vied for space in his mind and body, battling against the intoxication 


Moving to the couch, Jimmy leaned back and unbuckled his pants, pulling them down to release his cock, the 
beginnings of an erection stirring. Dave knew he was expected to do something with it, but waited for 


instruction, highly unwilling to make a move that he didn't have to. 

"What are you waiting for, sweetheart? Crawl on over here.” 

He made it between Jimmy's knees before the smell hit him. Not unclean, necessarily, but unmistakably male. 
He took a second to steady himself and tried to block it out, focusing instead on the perfumed scent of his 
own hair, the purpose of which was obvious now as Jimmy pulled a handful of it toward himself and breathed 
it in. Dave was dragged onto Jimmy's lap, his head tilted up at an uncomfortable angle as his locks were 


twisted around long fingers. 


Just as quickly as he'd been pulled upward, the hand took hold of the back of the dog collar and forced him 


back down. Fully hard now, Jimmy's cock was pressed against his face. 
"Put it in your mouth." 


Dave breathed out sharply, his fear and inexperience outweighing his desire for fame and fortune at that 


moment. He hesitated. 

"You heard me, sweetheart." 

The collar manipulated his neck into position, his mouth hovering over the tip. 
"Yeah." Dave put his hand around it. It felt alien. Warm. Alive. 

"Say ‘yes, sir' ". 


"Yes - uh, yes sir." The collar was choking him. Pink penis inches from his lips. The moment stretched out 
endlessly. 


Jimmy's hand tightened its grip on the collar. Dave compliantly lowered his open mouth, allowing the rigid cock 
to slide inside. He quickly suppressed the desire to gag, the reflex dulled by the drugs, and closed his eyes. 


"Beautiful," Jimmy breathed. His second hand was in Dave's hair as he moved, massaging his scalp with his 
fingers, toying with the soft curls. It almost felt comforting until the grip eventually changed to brute 
forcefulness, pushing his head all the way down 


Sputtering and coughing did nothing to help his condition. Jimmy kept Dave's face smashed into his lap, 
thrusting upwards in a punishing motion, triggering a vomiting sensation that he tried to force away. He felt 


like his eyes would pop out of his head. 


Heat and warmth spilled suddenly down his throat, flooded out of his open mouth. A bitter taste, it mixed with 
the whiskey flavor left over from his drink, and created a caustic, burning sensation in his nose, complicating 


his ability to breathe. 
Mercifully, Jimmy let him up, panting and sweaty. 
"Couldn't have been more obvious that you'd never done that before." 


Dave felt ashamed at his inept skills, despite it being a fact. As unappealing as the last few minutes had been, 
he still felt a strong need to impress Jimmy. 


"Sorry. Sir. | - | didnt know what to expect" 


"That's OK, sweet girl" He tucked himself back into his pants and stood up over Dave who still sat back on his 
knees. He turned to move back toward the kitchen and Dave began to get up to follow, thinking the worst was 
over. Jimmy turned around and slapped him, open handed, across the face. 


"No no no." 


Dave sat, stunned, while Jimmy grabbed a chain that had been stashed under a couch pillow, and attached it to 
the collar. "You stay.” 


The chain was looped around the foot of the couch. Dave saw how he could easily slip it out from under, 
detach it from the collar, and escape into the hills. But he stayed put. Waiting. He dropped his face into his 


hands once he felt Jimmy's presence leave the room. 


He wasn't sure how long he'd waited. A black boot poked him the ribs, rousing him from the fitful state of 
sleep he'd fallen into on the plush rug. 


An offering, a glass goblet of red wine entered his field of view. He took it shakily, watching his pale fingers 
wrap around the stem as though they belonged to someone else, and sat up, the chain jangling with his 


movements. 


He raised his eyes slowly, following the line of slim legs up to an open black vest, and higher, finally, to a face 


obscured by dark sunglasses, confusingly worn indoors. 


In one hand dangled a long, black whip, made of dyed leather. It had seen use, the woven strip of hide softened 
and thinned in places. In his other hand, Jimmy held a needle. 


"Please," Dave murmured, swallowing the gulp of wine he'd taken. "H's way stronger than I'm used to, man, | 


don't wanna OD" 
"You won't," Jimmy assured him. "It's only a little this time. Just enough to loosen you up." 


| am loosened up, Dave wanted to protest, but he suddenly understood the implication of that word. Loosened 


His eyes wide, he looked frantically at Jimmy. "Oh, no way. I'm not gonna - you can't- " 


Jimmy stomped on the chain, yanking Dave's head forward, wine sloshing violently against the sides of the glass 
as he struggled to stay upright. 


"Aren't you going to be a good little girl and do as | ask? | thought we understood each other. 

"We - we dol" Dave squeaked out, his voice compressed by tension of the chain and collar. 

"We do.. what?" 

"Sir!" 

"Fantastic. Then | will ask you to lay back and give me your arm" He let up the pressure on the chain, allowing 


Dave to crawl backward along the floor until he was resting against the couch. He begrudgingly extended his 


arm. 
"Just a little? Sir?" 


"Juuust a little" He pulled open the robe and removed Dave's arm from the sleeve. Pressing tightly around the 
base of Dave's bicep with his bare hand, he pushed the sharp point into a vein, depressing the stopper only 
part way. 


Dave felt the world start to fall away again He lay nearly nude, legs splayed open perversely, the robe undone, 
and did not care. Something was tickling him, trailing down his chest, over his stomach, teasing his cock. He 
didn't react. Didn't look up to see what it was. 


He discovered the culprit shortly. 


A sting on his leg brought him back to a fuzzy reality. Careful and practiced with his bullwhip, Jimmy slung it 
back, ready to flail out again 


Dave cowered at the sight, drawing the robe tightly around himself, angling away. He was sure Lars had never 


debased himself this fully. What the fuck had he gotten himself into? 


The tickle was back, this time tracing along the back of his head, across his shoulders, faint through the 
fabric. He tried to ignore it. 


"Why don't you get back on your knees for me? Hands and knees." 


This time Dave brokered no reply. He simply let himself be led by the voice. On all fours he faced the couch, 
unable to look Jimmy in the eye. 


A cracking noise followed by a thudding sensation along his flank and subsequent pain gave him the first taste 
of what he was in for. The plush of the robe deadened the blow, but he could tell it would be just awful 
against his bare skin. Another *thwapl* along his other side set him to trembling, all the hairs of his body 


standing on end. 


The robe was gathered up from behind him and pushed to his waist. He snapped his legs together out of a 
sort of misplaced modesty, but it threw him off balance and he collapsed sideways, causing the next smack of 
the whip to catch him harder than was intended, drawing blood. 


It continued as such. Jimmy dragged him back up with a hand under his hips, and gave him lash after lash, 


even as he cried out and begged for it to end. 


Skilled as he was, Jimmy avoided laying open any more skin. Though painful, Dave was thankful, at least, for 
that small mercy. He imagined, as he shook there in fear, the sight of his pale ass, criss-crossed with a map 
of his Jimmy's doing bringing the older man back to arousal, and he felt nauseated at the thought. 


Just when he reached the point at which he thought the assault was finished, he felt, instead, the heat of a 
body arrive just behind him. 


Jimmy yanked his hair back again, two dark lenses inhumanly staring into his eyes. 


"So pretty.” 


The words were menacing. Terrifying. Another hand massaged his battered glutes, squeezing as though to seek 
out a softness that it wouldn't find there. The welts stung under the touch and Dave cringed, wanting to say 
"stop", but coming up short. 


He closed his eyes in dread when he felt a finger slide between his cheeks, tease, and drop away. "It'll loosen 
you up," Jimmy had said. Dave hadn't forgotten the unspoken promise, but had held himself in a state of willful 
disbelief, pretending instead that it was just dirty talk. 


Now, slicked with a lubricant, the finger returned, finding its way inside him. Horrible, it was horrible. A worm 
wriggling itself deeper into his flesh, seeking out his most sensitive places and taunting him. It pressed along his 


inner walls, encouraging pliability. 


A wrapper tore open, the sound familiar to his ears. Jimmy managed to get the condom on without removing 
his other hand from Dave's body. It would have been impressive were the situation not so dire. Dave bit down 


on his lip and waited for the onslaught, a man defeated. 


Sensitive tissue was spread without regard for the victim. Jimmy slid slowly inside. Thankful now that he'd 
accepted the last shot into his arm, Dave tried to escape mentally to another place. He imagined he was in his 


apartment watching TV. A cartoon was on. 
"Ugh!" Jimmy finally making it all the way in brought him right out of his daydream and back to the horror of 
his reality. He hurt. His hair was being pulled so tightly by the fistful, that he felt strands ripping out from his 


scalp. His wrists were sore, bent, and tired And nevermind his ass. 


Jimmy began cooing sweet nothings to him, incongruous with the villainous fucking he was so cruelly 


administering. Dave retreated into his mind again. 

Watching TV. Sitting on the couch. The couch in the Metallica house. He could smell stale weed. Lars was there. 
DID YOU LET OLD MEN FUCK YOU IN THE ASS, LARS? His brain screamed, insane. The vision was ruined. 

His body betrayed him. 


Jimmy's thrusts were slowly but surely activating a buzzing feeling of pleasure in his gut. He squeezed his 


eyes tightly, attempting to will away the feeling, but it remained. It increased, even. He told it to fuck off. 
The artificial taste of latex mixed with lube met his taste buds in the form of a finger inserted, fish-hooking 
his mouth open. Dave reared back, trying to prevent his lips from cracking, his arms coming up to support 
himself against the lower cushions of the couch. He'd never been treated so roughly before, fist-fights and 


parental beatings notwithstanding. This was different. Degrading. He choked back tears and prayed for it to end. 


As if in direct contradiction to his thoughts, Jimmy asked, panting, "Are you a good girl?" He slapped his 
already abused ass cheek. "Do you like what you get?" 


Dave weighed his options quickly. Say no, and he was likely to inflict more pain. Say yes, and maybe Jimmy 


would like that. Bring him closer to completion. 

"| do, sir." His voice was soft now. Weak. 

"Of course you do. Lovely thing." He smacked him again. "And you obey so well.” 

"Thanks." It was barely above a whisper. "Sir." 

A particularly angled thrust drove a wave of pleasure through his body. He kept from crying out, but it 


shocked him. Just as he was hoping it wouldn't happen again, it did. This time he moaned, just softly, but it was 
audible. 


Jimmy chuckled under his breath. He aimed and delivered again, and again Dave attempted to keep quiet, but 


sounds kept escaping, forced out of him in increasing frequency. 


Hissing through his teeth, Jimmy suddenly ripped his hand from Dave's hair, catching painful tangles on the 
way, and gripped his hip bone, stilling, 


Dave felt the pulsating dick inside him flex one last time before slowly slipping out. Each new sensation provided 
him another opportunity to be sick all over the floor, but he kept it together, breathing through his nose to 


quell the nausea. 

Despite his brash attitude, Dave was a cuddler. He liked to wrap himself around a person after sex, feel her 
little heartbeat slowing under his hand over her breast, bury his face in clean, soft hair. Never would he think 
to leave someone alone on the ground, shaking, without so much as a word. Though he wanted nothing less 
than to be swaddled by Jimmy after all that, he at least thought he'd earned some sort of kindness. A helping 


hand up. A cloth to clean himself with. Instead, he heard a zip and the heavy pat-pat of boots on the rug, 
dissipating as they grew distant. 


When the boy appeared in the dim back-lighting behind the door frame, Jimmy noticed his silhouette had 


returned to its former shape, no longer encased in puffs of billowy white. 
A long silence passed as he lit a cigarette and dragged from it, watching. 
"So," he cleared his throat, "my record?" 

Smoke poured from his mouth as Jimmy responded. "| have your tape." 


Another silence. This time the dark figure in the doorway fidgeted. He put his hands into his pockets. Removed 
them. Put them back. 


"And that's it?" 


"No, no. Leave your number on the pad by the phone. I'll ring you as soon as I've heard it. Won't be but a day," 
he lied 


"lll be waiting.” With that, Dave turned and departed. 
Jimmy heard the front door open and shut. He wondered for just a moment how he would get home, but then 


put it out of his mind, relaxing into the leather easy chair and drank deeply of his wine. IT15 Petit Syrah. Good 
stock. 


The car was parked in the white-gravel driveway. He could see the keys plainly left on the dash. Rookie move 
in Beverly Hills. Dave looked around for the driver, but guessed he must have gone home for the night. Jimmy 
was tucked into the study on the far side of the house, and wouldn't hear the wheels crunching along the 


stones. 


He slid into the front seat. Turned the key. Neutral gear got him to the bottom of the road before he shifted 
into drive and took off. 


On the highway, hysterics swept over him. He could hardly keep the wheel straight, could barely see anything 
through the wetness collecting in his eyes. Pressing his fingers onto the buttons, all four power windows rolled 
down. 

This rich asshole had a car phone in his rental. Of course he did. 

Dave fumbled with the receiver, distracted from the road, trying to figure out how to work the thing. When 
he finally had it under control, he couldn't think of anyone to call. Couldn't remember a single number right now 
to save his life. And it very well just might save his life. There was only one that came to mind. He hadn't 
dialed it in ages. 

Blinking back tears, he methodically went through the numbers. 

It rang. 

It was two o'clock in the morning. Someone had to wake up. 

Finally someone did. 

"Hello?" 


Dave sniffled, more grateful than anything to hear that voice on the other end. 


"Hey. Lars?" 


